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J Bad luck frequently comes in
bunches. Adele has been buf- -

feted by fate for months, nay for J
several years. In this fight

J against Commissalre Cassion J
she needs direly every aid she

J can muster, yet one after an- - J
other her sources of help fall

2 away. This is a thrilling install- -

ment, which describes how 6he
J receives two serious shocks. 2

J One of them blackens her love
affair. The other frightens her. ?

Cassion finds his wife alone on the
hill and discovers a man's footprints.
He accuses her angrily.

CHAPTER XI Continued.

"The print Is fresh, not ancient, and
none of the men from my camp have
come this way."

He strode forward across the nar-
row open spnee and disappeared luto
the fringe of trees bordering the edk'e
of the bluff. It would have been easy
for me to depart, to escape to the se-

curity of the tent below, but curiosity
held me motionless. I knew what he
would discover, and preferred to face
the consequences where I was free to
answer him face to face. I wished
him to be suspicious, to feel that ho
bad a rival; I would fan his jealousy
to the very danger point. Nor had I
Ions to wait. Forth from the shade
of the trees he burst and came toward
.me, his face white, his eyes blazing.

" 'TIs the fellow I thought." he burst
forth, "and he went down the face of
the bluff yonder. So you dared to have
tryst with him?"

'"With whom, monsieur?"
"'D'Artigny, the young fool! Do you

think me blind? Did I not know you
were together In Quebec? What are
you laughing at?"

"I was not laughing, monsieur. Your
xidiculous charge does not amuse me.
I am a woman; you Insult ine; I am
your wife; you charge me with indis-
cretion. If you think to win me with
such cowardly insinuations you know
little of my nature. I will not talk
with you, nor discuss the matter. I
return to the camp."

Ills hands clinched as though he
"had the throat of an enemy between
them, but angry as he was, some
vague doubt restrained hlra.

"Mon dieu! I'll fight the dog!"
"D'Artigtiy, you mean? Tis his

Irade, I hear, and he is good at It."
"Bah! a bungler of the woods. I

doubt If he ever crossed blades with
a swordsman. But mark you this,
madame, the lad feels my steel if ever

.you so much as speak to htm again."
There was contempt In my eyes, nor

did I strive to disguise it
"Am I your wife, monsieur, or your

.slave?"
"My wife, and I know how to hold

you! Mon dieu! but you shall learn
that lesson. .1 was a fool to ever give
the brat place iu the boats. La Barre
warned me that he would make trou-
ble. Now I tell you what will occur
if you play false with me."

"Tou may spare your threats they
weigh nothing. The Sieur d'Artlgny
la tny friend, and I shall address him
when It pleases me. With whatever
quarrel may arise between you I have
no interest. Let that suffice, and now
1 bid you good night, monsieur."

He made no effort to halt me, nor
to follow, and I made my way down
the darkening path, without so much

s turning my head to observe his
, movements. It was almost like a play
to me, and I was reckless of the con-
sequences, Intent only on my purpose.

In the early dawn we broke camp
an usual, except that chosen boatmen
guided the emptied canoes through the
rapids, while the others of the party
made portage along the rough shore,
to the smooth water above we all em- -
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the Forest," etc. 1Y

liMi'lii-- iiu'.ilti, nnd won slow way
ng.'iin.st (lie current. Tho advance com-
pany . i 1 rti'iiai'tr l before our arrival,
nnr did I again obtain glimpse of
IVArllgny for ninny days.

I would not say that Cisshui pur-
posely Kept us apart, for the arrange-
ment might have been the same had
I not been of the parly, yet I he only
eoiniininiealion between the two divi-
sions iici lined when some messenger
brought back warning of dangerous
water ahead. I'su.illy this r

was an Indian, but once l'Artlgny
himself eame and guided our cauoes)
through a torrent of white, raging wa-
ter, arul'l a maze of murderous rooks.
1 Hiring these days and weeks I'assioti
tre iiiiil me wiih consideration and out-

ward respect. Not that lie failed to
talk freely, and to boast of his ex-- ;

ploits and adventures, yet he refrained
from laying hand on mo, nor did lie
on o refer to tlio Incident of the Mull.

Xor was' the journey lacking in in-

terest or adventure. Never shall I
forget the charm of those days and
nights, amid which we made slow and
toilsome passage through ihe desolate
wilderness, over gaining new leagues
to (lie westward. Only twice in weeks
did we encounter human beings once
a camp of Indians on the shore of a
lake, and onee a Capuchin monk, alone
but for a single voyaeeur as com-
panion, passed us upon the river. And
when, at Inst, we made the long por-
tage, tramping through the dark for-

est aisles, bearing on our shoulders
heavy loads, scarcely able to see the
sun even at midday through the leafy
screen of leaves, and came forth at
twilight on the shores of the mighty
lake, no words can express the rap-
tures with which I stood and gazed
across that expanse of heaving, rest-
less water. The men launched their
canoes upon the surface and made
camp in the edge of the forest, but
I could not move, could not restrain
my eyes, until darkness descended and
left all before me a void.

It was scarcely more than daybreai
when we broke camp and headed our
canoes out Into the lake. With the
dawn, and the glint of sunlight over
the waters, much of my dread depart-
ed, and I could appreciate the wild
song of delight with which our Indian
paddlers bent to their work. The
sharp-prowe- d canoes swept through
the waters swiftly, no longer battling
against a current, and the shore line
ever in view was fascinating in its
green foliage. We kept close to the
northern shore, and soon found pns-sng- e

amid numerous Islands, forest
covered, but with high, rocky outlines.

For four days we coasted thus, never
out of sight of shore, and usually with
islands between us nnd the main body
of water. In all that time we had no
sign of man not even a wisp of
smoke, nor heard the crack of distant
rifle. About us extended loneliness
and desolation, great waters never
still, vast forests grim and somber,
tall, menacing rocks, bright-colore- d in
the sun.

As last we left the chain of islands
behind, and one morning struck out
from the shore Into the waste of wa-
ters, the prows of the canoes turned
westward, the steersman guiding our
course by the sun. For several hours
we were beyond view of land, with
naught to rest the eye upon save the
gray sea, and then, when it was nearly
night, we reached the shore and
beached our canoes at St. Ignace.

So much had been said of St Ignace,
and so long had the name been fa-

miliar throughout New France, 'that
my first view of the place brought
me bitter disappointment

The miserable little village was upon
a point of land, originally covered with
heavy growth of forest. A bit of this
had been rudely cut the rotting
stumps still standing, and from the
timber a dozen rough log houses had
been constructed facing the lake. A
few rods back, on slightly higher land,
was a log chapel and a house, some-
what more pretentious than the others,,
in which the priests lodged. The whole
aspect of the place was peculiarly
desolate and depressing, facing that
vast waste of water, the black forest
shadows behind, and those rotting
stumps in the foreground.

Nor was our welcome one to make
the heart lejoieo. Scarce a dozen per-
sons gathered at the beaci to aid ns
In making landing, rough engages
mostly, and not among them all a face
familiar. It was only later, when
two priests from the mission came
hurrying forward, that we were greet-
ed by cordial speech. These Invited a
few of us to become guests at the
mission house, and assigned the re-
mainder of our party to vacant huts.

Cassion, Chevet and Pere Allouez
accompanied me as I walked beside a
young priest up the beaten path, but
D'Artlgny was left behind with the
men. I overheard Cassion order him
to remain, but he added some word
in lower voice, which brought a flush
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of anger Into the younger man's face,
although be merely turned on his heel
without reply.

We remained at St. Ignace three
days, busily engaged In repairing our
canoes and rendering them fit for the
long voyage yet before us. From this
point we were to venture 'on treacher--

i ous waters, as yet scarcely explored,
the shores inhabited by savage, un-- ;

known tribes, with not a white man
in all the long distance froin Green
Bay to the Chicago portage. Once I
got out the map nnd traced the dis-- 1

tauee, feeling sick at heart as I thus
realized more clearly the weary jour
ney.

Those, were dull, lonely days I
passed in the desolate mission house,
while the others were busy at their
various tasks. Only at night time, or
as they struggled in to tiieir meals, did
I see anyone but I'ere Allouez, who
was always close at hand, a silent
shadow from whose presence I could
not escape. I visited the ricst'8 gar-
den, climbed the rocks overlooking
Ihe wntor ami even ventured into the
dark forest, but lie was ever beside
ii io, suave but Insistent m (hung his
master's will. The only gllnrpso I had
of 1 1'Arllgn.v was at a distance, for
Hot once did he approach tlio mission
house. So I was glad enough when
the canoes iwcre ready, and all prep-
arations made f r departure.

Yet wc were not destined to escape
thus easily from St. Ignace. Of what
occurred I must write as it happened
to lue then, and not as Its full signi-liciinc- e

became later clear to my un-

derstanding. It was after nightfall
when Cassion returned to the mission
house. 'I'll.-- lights were burning on
the table, and the three priests were
rather impatiently waiting their even-
ing meal, occasionally exchanging
brief sentences, or peering out through
the open window toward the dark
water.

Cassion c.ime In alone, yet I ob-

served nothing strange about his ap-

pearance, except that he failed to
greet me with the usual attempt at
gallautry, although his sharp eyes
swept our faces as he closed the door,
and stared about the room.

"What! not eaten yet?" he ex-

claimed. "I anticipated my fate to
be a lonely meal, for the rascals
worked like snails, and I would not
leave them rest until all was finished.
Faith, the odor is appetizing, and I am
hungry ns a bear."

The younger ftriost waved his hand
to the servant yet asked softly:

"Jlonsicur Chevet he is delayed
also?"

"He will sup with his men tonight,"
returned Cassion shortly, seating him-
self on the bench. "The sergeant
keeps guard of the canoes, and Chevet
will be useful with those off duty."

The man ate as though nearly fam-
ished, his ready tongue unusually si-

lent, and at the conclusion of (he meal,
appeared so fatigued that I made early
excuse to withdraw so he might rest
in comfort, climbing the ladder In one
corner to my own bed beneath the
eaves. This apartment, whose only
advantage was privacy, was no more
than a narrow Bpace between the slop-
ing rafters of the roof, unfurnished,
but with a small window in the end,
closed by a wooden shutter. A parti-
tion of axe-hew- n planks divided this
attic into two compartments, thus com-
posing the priests' sleeping chambers.
While I was there they both occupied
the one to the south, Cassion, Chevet
and Fere Allouez resting in the main
room below.

As I lowered the trap in the floor,
t Cutting out the murmur of voices, I
wa cntudous of no desire to sleep,
lay mind busily occupied with possi-
bilities of the morrow. I opened the
window and seated myself on the
floor gazing out at the night Below
extended the priests' garden, aud be-
yond the dark gloom of forest depths.

The way of egress was easy a mere
step to the flat roof of tho kitchen,
the dovetailed logs of which afforded

n
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The Way of Egress Was Easy.

a ladder to the ground. I had no ob-

ject in such adventure, but a restless
impulse urged me, and, almost before
I realized my action, I was upon the
ground. Avoiding the gleam' of light
which streamed from the open win-
dow of the room below, I crossed the
garden and reached the path leading
downward to the shore. From this
point I could perceive the wide sweep
of water, showing silvery in the dim
moonlight, and detect the darker rim
of the (and. There was fire on the
point below the huts, and its ced. glare

afforded glimpses of the canoes mere
blurred outlines and occasionally the
figure of a man, only recognizable as
he moved.

I was still staring at this dim pic-
ture when some noise, other than the
wind, startled me and I drew silently
back behind a great stump to avoid
discovery. My thought was that some-
one had left the mission house Cas-
sion perhaps with final orders to those
on the beach but a moment Inter I
realized my mistake, yet only crouched
lower In the shadow a man was ad-
vancing from the black concealment
of the woods and crossing the open
space.

He moved cautiously, yet boldly
enough, and his movements were not
those of an Indian, although the low
bushes between us nnd the house
shadow, prevented my distinguishing
more than his mere outline, it was
only when he lifted his head into the
gleam of light, nnd took hasty survey
through the window of the scene with-
in, that I recognized the face of
It'Artlgny. lie lingered scarcely a
moment, evidently satisfied with what
he saw, and then drew silently back,
hesitating a brier space, as though de-
bating his next movement.

I walled breathless, wondering what
his purpose could be, half inclined to
intercept and question him. Was he
seeking to serve my cause? to learn
the truth of my relationship with Cas-
sion? or did he have some other ob-
ject, some personal feud In which he
sought revenge? The first thought
sent the warm blood leaping through
my veins; the second left me shivering
as if with sudden chill.

Even as I stood, hesitating, uncer-
tain, he turned and retraced Ills steps
along the same path of his approach,
passing me not ten steps away and
vanishing into the wood. I thought
lie paused at the edge and bent down,
yet before I found voice or determin-
ation to stop him, he had disappeared.
My courage returned, spurred .by cur-
iosity. Why should he tike so round-
about a way to reach the shore? What
was that black, shapeless thing he had
paused to examine? I could see some-
thing there, dark and motionless,
though to my eyes no more than a
shadow.

I ventured toward It, creeping he-hin-d

the bushes bordering tho path,
conscious of an odd fear as I drew
closer. Yet it was not until I emerged
from the fringe of shrubbery that even
tho faintest conception of what the
object was I saw occurred ' to me.
Then I stopped, frozen by horror, for
I confronted a dead body.

For an instant I could not utter a
sound or move a muscle of my body.
My hands clung convulsively to a
nearby branch, thus supporting me
erect in spite of trembling limbs and
I stared at the gruesome object,
black and almost shapeless in the
moonlight Only part of the trunk
was revealed, the lower portion con-
cealed by bushes, yet I could no longer
doubt it was a man's body a large,
heavily built man, his hat still crushed
on his head, but with face turned
away.

What courage overcame my horror
and urged me forward I cannot tell;
I seemed impelled by some power not
my own, a vague fear of recognition
tugging at my heart. I crept nearer,
almost Inch by inch, trembling at
every noise, dreading to discover the-truth-

At last I could perceive the
ghastly features the dead man was
Hugo Chevet.

I nerved myself to the effort and
turned the body sufficiently to enable
me to discover the wound he had
been pierced by a knife from behind;
bad fallen, no doubt, without uttering
a cry, dead ere he struck the ground.
Then it was murder, foul murder, a
blow in the back. Why had the deed
been done? What spirit of revenge,
of hatred, of fear, could have led to
such an act? I got again to my feet,
staring about through the weird moon-
light, every nerve throbbing, as I
thought to grip the fact and find its
cause. Slowly I drew back, shrinking
In growing terror from the corpse,
until I was safely in the priest's gar-
den. There I paused irresolute, my
dazed, benumbed brain beginning to
grasp the situation and assert itself.

CHAPTER XII.

The Murder of Chevet
Who had killed him? What should

I do? These were the two questions
liaunting my mind, and becoming more
and more Insistent. The light still
burned in the mission bouse, and I
could picture the scene within the
three priests reading, or talking softly
to each other, and Cassion asleep on
his bench in the corner, wearied with
the day.

I ' could not understand, could not
imagine a cause, and yet the assassin
must have been D'Artlgny. How else
could I account for his presence there
In the night bis efforts at concea-
lment his bending over the dead body,
and then hurrying away without
sounding an alarm. The evidence
against the man seemed conclusive,
and yet I would not condemn. There
might be other reasons for bis si-

lence, for bis Becret presence, and If
I rushed into the house, proclaiming
my discovery and confessing what I
had seen, he would be left without
defense.

Shrinking, shuddering at every
shadow, at every sound, my nerves

; throbbing with agony, I managed to
drag my .body up the logs, and in
through the window. I was safe there,
but there was no banishing from mem-
ory what I bad seeijf what I knew
lay yonder in the wood shadow. I
sank to the Coor, clutching the sill, my
eyes staring through the moonlight.
Once I thought I saw a man's India- -

ttnet figure more across an open ('.pace,
and once I heard voices far away.

I do not know that I was railed,
yet when I awoke a faint light pro-
claiming the dawn was In the sky,
and sounds of activity reached my
ears from the room below. I felt tired
and cramped from my unnatural posi-
tion, but hastened to Join the others.
The morning meal was already on the
table, and we ate ns usual, no one
mentioning Chevet, thus proving the
body had not been discovered. I could
scarcely choke the food down, antici-
pating every Instant the sounding of
an alarm. Cassion hurried, excited, no
doubt by the prospect of getting nway
on our Journey, but seemed In excel-
lent humor. Pushing back the box on
which he sat he buckled his pistol belt,
seized his hat nnd strode to the door.

"We depart at once," he proclaimed '

briefly. "So I will leave you here to '

bring the lady."
Tere Allouez, still busily engaged, '

murmured some indistinct roply and
Cassion's eyes met mine.

"You look pale and weary this morn- -

ing,"' he said.. "Not fear of the voy- -

age, I hope?" j

"No, monsieur," I managed to an- -
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"He Is Dead the Big Man," He Stam-- .

mered.

swer quietly. "I slept ill, but shall be
better presently shall I bear my
blankets to the boats?"

"The servant will see to that, only
let there be as little delay as possible.
Ah! here comes a messenger from
below what is it, my man?"

The fellow, one of the soldiers whose
face I did not recall, halted In the
open door, gasping for breath, his eyes
roving about the room.

"He Is dead the big man," he stam-
mered. "He is there by the woods."

"The big man dead!" Cassion drew
back, as though struck a blow. "What
big man? Whom do you mean?"

"The one in the second canoe, mon-
sieur; the one who roared."

"Chevet? Hugo Chevet? What has
happened to him? Come, speak up, or
I'll silt your tongue!"

The man gulped, gripping the door
with one hand, the other pointing out-
ward.

He Is there, monsieur, beyond the
trail, at the edge of the wood. I saw
him with his face turned up Mon
dieu! so white; I dare not touch him,
but there was blood where a knife
had entered his back."

AH were on their feet, their faces
picturing the sudden horror,- - yet Cas-
sion was first to recover his wits, and
lead the way without. Grasping the
soldier's arm and bidding him show
where the body lay, he thrust him
through the door. I lingered behind
shrinking from being again compelled
to view the sight of the dead man,
yet unable to keep entirely away. Cas-
sion stopped, looking down at the ob-

ject on the grass, but made no effort
to touch It with bis hands. The sol-

dier bent and rolled the body over, nnd
one of the priests felt in the pockets
of the Jacket, bringing forth a paper
or two. Cassion took these, gripping
them in his fingers, bis face appearing
gray in the early light.

"Mon dieu! the man has been mur-
dered," he exclaimed, "a dastard blow
in the back. Look about and see if
you find a knife. Had he quarrel with
anyone, Moulin?"

The soldier straightened up.
"No, monsieur; I heard of none,

though he was often rough and harsh
of tongue to the men. Ahl now I re-
call, he had words with Sleur d'Artl-
gny on the beach at dusk. I know not
the cause, yet the younger man left j

him angrily and passed by where I
stood, with his hands, clinched."

"D'Artlgny, hey!" Cassion's voice
Tinrl M l"(n(r nf nlonativA In If "AvI Via

is a hothead. Know you where the
young cock is now?" ..

"He, with tho chiefs left an hour
ago. was it not your order, mon-
sieur?" .

Cassion made a swift gesture, but
what it might signify I could not de-
termine, as his face was turned away.
A moment there was silence, as he
shaded his eyes and peered out across
the water.

It certainly looks bad for
D'Artlgny. Do you believo that
he has murdered Chevet In a fit
of temper? Is there possibil
ity that Cassion know mere of
the tragedy than his manner In- -

dicatesT '

(TO BE CUNXINUED.l

WOMAN MO

NEPiVOUSTROUBLE

Lydia E. Pialdiams Vegeta-
ble Comourd Helped Her.

West Danby, N. Y. "I have had
nervous trouble all my life until I took
Lliillillii Lydia E. I'inkham a

V egetable Commm pound for nerves
and for female trou-
bles and it straight-
ened me out in good
shape. I work nearly
all the time, as wo
live on a farm and Im have four girls. I do
all my sewing; and
other (fork with
their help, so it

shows that I stand it real well. I took
the Compound when my ten year old
daughter came and it helped me a loV
I have also had my oldest girl take it
end It ta'd her lots of pood. I keep it In
the house all the time and recommend
It" Mrs. Dewitt SiNCEBAucn, West
Danby, N. Y.

Sleeplessness, nervousness, irritabil-
ity, backache, headaches, dragging sen-
sations, all point to female derange-
ments which may be overcome by Lydis
E. Pinkham's Vegetablo Compound.

This famous remedy, the medicinal
ingredients of which are derived from
native rooti and herbs, has for forty
years proved to be a most valuable tonic
nnd invigoratorof the female organism.
Women everywhere bear willing testi-
mony to tho wonderful virtue of Lydia
E. TinLham's Vegetable Compound'.

Good deeds speak for themselves,
but wc do not always hear them.

WOMAN'S CROWNING GLORY
is her hair. If yours 1s streaked with
ugly, grizzly, gray hairs, use "La Cre-
ole" Hair Dressing and change it in
the natural way. Price Jl.OO. Adv.

When n man pays his way in be sel-
dom has to pay ills way out.

To Drive Out Malaria
And Build Up The System

Take the Old Standard GROVE'S
TASTELESS chill TONIC. You know
what you are taking, as the formula is
printed on every label, showing it is
Quinine and Iron in a tasteless form. The
Quinine drives out malaria, the Iron
builds up the system, jo cents.

Invisible Best
ISI11 Do you like the visible wrlt-.'n-g

style In typewriters?
Jill No; with so much bad spell-

ing I think the Invisible style the best

The Other Side of It
The Lady Why do they call the

class of men you belong to tramps? '
The Hobo I guess It's 'cause we re-

fuses ter do a 50-ce- Job fer a 15-ce- nt

hnndout ma'am.. -

The Artful Dodger.
Thero was an nir of proud distinc-

tion about the tall, erect, raw-bone- d

southern cracker ns he stood before
Judge ISroylcs, felt hat In hand nnd
generous quid tucked nway In one cor-
ner of his capacious mouth.

"This man, your honor," explained
the oflicer who made the arrest, "Is a
suspicious character. We found hltn
hiding along Decatur street first In
one alley nnd then in another. Why,
would you believe it, your honor, when
I finally got him he was hiding under
a stack of dirty clothes In n hand laun-
dry."

"What have you to say for yourself,
Peter Cooper Haggs?" demanded tho
judge. "What were you hiding from
the court must know 1"

Everybody in the big room leaned
forward to catch the stern-face- d crack-
er's answer. They were prepared for
some sort of fiendish plot.

"Ma wife wuz after me ter pay fer
th' rent," was the prisoner's calm re-
sponse. Case nnd Comment.

Grape-Nut- s

embodies the full, rich
nutriment of whole wheat
combined with malted
barley. This combination
gives it a distinctive, de-

licious flavor unknown to
foods made from wheat
alone.

Only selected grain is
. used in making Grape- -

Nuts, and through skillful
processing it comes from
the package fresh, crisp,
untouched by hand, and
ready to eat

Through long baking,
the energy producing
starches of the grain are
made wonderfully easy
of digestion.

A daily ration of this
splendid ' food yields a
marvelous return of health
and comfort '

"There's a Reason"

Sold by Grocer everywhere.


